THOMAS LODGE

Love, let me cull her choicest flowers,

And pity me, and calm her eye;
Make soft her heart, dissolve her lowers,

Then will I praise thy deity.

But if thou do not, Love, I'll truly serve her
In spite of thee, and by firm faith deserve her.

T. LODGE

From Phillis, 1593

My Phyllis hath the morning sun

At first to look upon her;
And Phyllis hath morn-waking birds

Her risings for to honour.
My Phyllis hath prime-feathered flowers

That smile when she treads on them;
And Phyllis hath a gallant flock

That leaps since she doth own them.
But Phyllis hath so hard a heart,

Alas! that she should have it,
As yields no mercy to desert

Nor grace to those that crave it.
Sweet sun, when thou look'st on,

Pray her regard my moan;
Sweet birds, when you sing to her,

To yield some pity woo her;
Sweet flowers, whenas she treads on,

Tell her, her beauty deads one.
And if in life, her love she nill agree me,
Pray her, before I die, she will come see me.

T. LODGE

From A Margarite of America, 1596
O shady vales, O fair enriched meads,
O sacred woods, sweet fields, and rising mountains;
O painted flowers, green herbs, where Flora treads,
Refreshed by wanton winds and wat'ry fountains!
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